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NOVELETTE 



DIAGONALS 



Now this is the strangest thing since the world began : 
You tell me that you are a bad and a violent man; 

But I see only 

A child, little and lonely, 
Crying with fright in a desolate place apart. 

While. I am known as chaste and reasonably good; 
But you are blind to my virtuous womanhood: 

Somehow you see, 

Dragged out of the depths of me, 
The wanton that every women hides in her heart. 



IGNIS FATUUS 

"Your fires are false, they tell me. So?- 
I knew it long and long ago. 

"But I choose false ones for my play — 
They are the safer any day. 

"And if I burn my hands a bit, 
Why, who will ever know of it?" 

All this I said when I was proud — 
Under my breath, almost aloud. 

[15] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Then I plunged boldly in and played: 
By my own fires I am betrayed. 



WEEK-END 

"I am glad I have come." 

Let me stay, let me stay — 

I would not go home. 

Let me rest in your kindness, 

Your blessed blindness, 

For a night and a day. 

Your sweet incurious eyes 

Would widen in sharp surprise 

If you knew how under my breath 

I pray, "Let me sleep to death — 

O God, let me never go home!" 

But I speak through the fragrant gloom 

Of your hushed and decorous room : 

"Yes, I am glad I have come." 



RELEASE 

All that I had of wings — 

And they were not large nor bright — 
I broke against the harshness of your grieving, 

Night after night. 
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